BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
It happened that Foote was at Paris at the same time with
Dr Johnson, and his description of my friend while there, was
abundantly ludicrous. He told me, that the French were
quite astonished at his figure and manner, and at his dress,
which he obstinately continued exactly as in London; - his
brown clothes, black stockings, and plain shirt.
While Johnson was in France, he was generally very reso-
lute in speaking Latin. It was a maxim with him that a man
should not let himself down, by speaking a language which
he speaks imperfectly. Indeed, we must have often observed
how inferiour, how much like a child a man appears, who
speaks a broken tongue. When Sir Joshua Reynolds, at one of
the dinners of the Royal Academy, presented him to a
Frenchman [perhaps the French Ambassador] of great dis-
tinction, he would not deign to speak French, but talked
Latin, though his Excellency did not understand it, owing,
perhaps, to Johnson's English pronunciation : yet upon an-
other occasion he was observed to speak French to a French-
man of high rank, who spoke English; and being asked the
reason, with some expression of surprise, - he answered,
because I think my French is as good as his English.9 Though
Johnson understood French perfectly, he could not speak it
readily, as I have observed at his first interview with General
Paoli, in 1769; yet he wrote it, I imagine, pretty well, as
appears from some of his letters in Mrs Piozzi's collection.
Here let me not forget a curious anecdote, as related to
me by Mr Beauclerk. 'When Madame de Boufflers was first
in England, (said Beauclerk,) she was desirous to see John-
son. I accordingly went with her to his chambers in the
Temple, where she was entertained with his conversation for
some time. When our visit was over, she and I left him, and
were got into Inner Temple-lane, when all at once I heard
a noise like thunder. This was occasioned by Johnson, who
it seems, upon a little recollection, had taken it into his head
that he ought to have done the honours of his literary resi-
dence to a foreign lady of quality, and eager to show himself
a man of gallantry, was hurrying down the stair-case in vio-
lent agitation. He overtook us before we reached the Temple-
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